
    Addictions, Bank Robberies, Rehab

    Yesterday I played ping-pong with my son at rehab.

    The last time we had this much fun was when we played badminton.

    In the prison yard…

    …a bleak prison yard.

    One hour of walking a day. Not mandatory. It’s better if you go.

    Better an hour in 200 square meters than 23.6. You feel like you have legs, lungs, and maybe even a life waiting for you somewhere.

    This isn’t it.

    This is just existence.

    More precisely, survival.

    Surviving the time. And there’s plenty of that. The judge has decided.

    It’s hot. Stifling heat.

    The air is trapped between the buildings. We walk half-naked. It’s against the rules, but the guards are lax today.

    They sit huddled in the shade. They, too, are prisoners. Prisoners of the four walls, the bars, and their sworn term of service. Prisoners. Their own decisions hold them captive. Prisoners in uniform.

    Mostly kids from the countryside, drawn by the relatively high pay, the service housing, and the career opportunities. Prisoners. Prisoners of the constant apathy and the aggressive way of life that reigns in prison. They rarely laugh, rarely are happy. Prisoners.

    I’ll be free in three years , but they might still be here in twenty. I wouldn’t trade places with them. I wouldn’t trade places with the guards.

    It’s summer. Hot, muggy. Heat wave.

    We’ve got it good. They set up a temporary shower by one of the walls. I step under it every other round. We’ve got it good. Just like the beach.

    An hour’s walk.

    An hour of vacation.

    I go for a lap, do a few pull-ups, another lap, and then I do a set of push-ups.

    Tolonc.

    That’s what they call it here. I’d never heard it before.

    At the end of the lap, I let the cold water run down my neck.

    The forty-degree heat wipes the water droplets off my body during another lap.

    I do pull-ups.

    I do pull-ups.

    I am free.

    I speak little.

    My words are running out, and I no longer like to waste them.

    Walls surround me, bars, guards, and inmates I wouldn’t have sought out on the outside. Here, I don’t have to look for them. They surround me.

    By now, I’m on good terms with everyone.

    – Is everything okay, brother?

    – It’s never been this good.

    I’m moving on.

    I won’t let the prison around me seep into me.

    At the pull-up bar, two young guys are yelling at each other. Real loudmouths. There are plenty of them here.

    I’ll keep going; it’s none of my business.

    They’re getting louder.

    I won’t let the prison around me move inside me.

    I do a few squats, then a set of pull-ups. I’m holding up well. I’ve worked myself into shape. I came in at eighty kilos; now I’m ninety-five. The others see this too. They leave me alone.

    Why are these two kids yelling?

    They’re getting more and more annoying.

    Why start a fight?

    What good will it do?

    They’re in their twenties. They’re hot-blooded. That’s what they say.

    Their arguments—of which they didn’t have many to begin with—ran out, because one of them suddenly started moving. His arms and legs flailed through the empty air like a flail, because his opponent—probably anticipating this turn of events—skillfully backed up about ten meters, and then—noticing the disapproval in the shouts of those standing around them—launched a counterattack.

    Two immature idiots.

    Two poor, hapless young men in their twenties who, instead of facing the circumstances they had created for themselves, thought they had found an enemy in each other.

    They shout and flail about.

    They are untrained fighters.

    They try to compensate for the inaccuracy of their punches and kicks with their vehemence.

    Children. Young people in their twenties. Their pent-up aggression is a prisoner of their social network and their testosterone levels.

    It must have been a minute or two before the commandos arrived. The guards radioed them on walkie-talkies. There were at least ten of them. Big, burly guys in black, with masks over their faces.

    I wish I had disguised myself so thoroughly that I was unrecognizable.

    One of them kicked the barred door open with his foot.

    Finally, action!

    They relished every moment of it.

    “Everyone on the ground.”

    Actually, he didn’t need to say it. We knew.

    We lay on our stomachs, our hands clasped behind our heads. The burly German shepherds, muzzles on their snouts, barked wildly at the prisoners they considered their enemies.

    Only the two fighters were still standing. Not for long.

    A few moments later, their hard heads hit the concrete.

    Knees on the ground, handcuffs on, and they were already being led away.

    These commando guys know their stuff…
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